his voice, to his swift and telling extempores, his obstinate and
droll battles with the censorship, and, lastly, the long series of his
cleverly built topical farces. This was one half of Johann Nestroy,
the outer husk which by the world, and especially the Viennese
world, is so often and so readily taken to be the whole man. But
there was another Nestroy, a Socratic dialectician and a Kantian
analyser, a Shaksperianly struggling soul that with a truly cosmic
fancy distorted the metric of human things in order thereby to let
them appear for the first time in their true dimensions. This crea-
tive irony in Nestroy, wholly unrecognized by his contemporaries,
condemned him to live posthumously; even now, indeed, he is for
the majority of people an anonymous being. That this was his
fate is due first of all to the fact that the supreme and radical
sceptic has always a difficult position in this world; men do not
readily emancipate themselves from the convenient and well-
rounded relations of yesterday, and they regard him instinctively
as an enemy, forgetting all too easily that the spiritual health, the
capacity for evolution and progressive force, of an epoch depends
on the quantity of spiritual dynamite that it has at its disposal.
Secondly, there was the special reason in this case that Nestroy
worked in a city that from of old has possessed an incredible vir-
tuosity in the art of shaking off its teachers and degrading to the
level of conjurer or mountebank everyone whose love of truth
became uncomfortable to her. And yet it must be admitted that
only in Vienna could there have arisen a genius like this, for whose
essence there is no other word but Baroque. Vienna rose to its peak
of cultural and artistic significance in the days of the Baroque,
and in its most specific and conspicuous, richest and subtlest life-
expressions it has remained a Baroque city to this day. And Nes-
troy is the greatest, even the only, philosopher that she has pro-
duced. That this fact is even now invisible to many is due to the
widespread but fallacious notion that a philosopher must be what
is called a serious-minded man, whereas one ought to say the
exact opposite, that the philosopher only begins to take himself
and life seriously at the point when the man ceases to do so.

Nestroy was a philosopher, too, in possessing no system. Hence
he never possessed a political program and was regarded by Con-
servatives as an objectional subverter and by Liberals as a dark
reactionary. But to be disliked by the Right and by the Left is
ever the lot of the true actor-temperament, which is incapable of
looking at things save from above, from the standpoint of an
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